Preface for Politicians             xi

work attributed to the natural geographic one ; but the
geographic climate is eternal and irresistible, making a
mankind and a womankind that Kent, Middlesex, and East
Anglia cannot produce and do not want to imitate.

How can I sketch the broad lines of the contrast as they
strike me ?   Roughly I should say that the Englishman is'
wholly at the mercy of his imagination, having no sense of
reality to check it.    The Irishman, with a far subtler and
more fastidious imagination, has one eye always on things
as they are.    If you compare Moore's visionary Minstrel^
Boy with Mr  Rudyard Kipling's quasi-realistic Soldiers
Three, you may yawn over Moore or gush over him, but
you will not suspect him of having had any illusions about
the contemporary British private; whilst as to Mr Kipling,"-
you will see that he has not, and unless he settles in Ire-
land for a few years will always remain constitutionally
and congenitally incapable of having, the faintest inkling
of the reality which he idolizes as Tommy Atkins.   Per-.,
haps you have never thought of illustrating the contrast
between English and Irish by Moore and Mr Kipling, or
even by Parnell and Gladstone.    Sir Boyle Roche and
Shakespear may seem more to your point.   Let me find you
a more dramatic instance.   Think of the famous meeting^
between the Duke of Wellington,  that intensely Irish
Irishman, and Nelson, that intensely English Englishman.
Wellington's contemptuous disgustat Nelson's theatricality as
a professed hero, patriot, and rhapsode, a theatricality which
in an Irishman would have been an insufferably vulgar
affectation, was quite natural and inevitable.   Wellington's
formula for that kind of thing was a well-known Irish one:
" Sir: dont be a damned fool."   It is the formula of all
Irishmen for all Englishmen to this day.   It is the formula^
of Larry Doyle for Tom Broadbent in my play, in spite of
Doyle's affection for Tom.   Nelson's genius, instead of pro-
ducing intellectual keenness and scrupulousness, produced
mere delirium.    He was drunk with glory, exalted by his
fervent faith in the sound British patriotism of the Almighty,